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10.  But. Rose   was   again   my  friend,
though' she did not mean to do what she
then did.    Rushing into the room to fetch
a book which she had left on the window
seat, she ran against Thomas, and pushed
his elbow.

11.  This jerked the cream-jug so that it
upset and I was upset with it.    I felt my-
self crawling along in a great white flood
over the table-cloth, but still I had land
under my feet.

12.  " My dear Rose," said Mrs. Sutton,
" how often I have begged you not to rush
into the room in that rough way.    You
nearly knocked down Thomas, and see how
his sleeve is messed with greasy cream!"

13.  " I am very  sorry,   granny,"   said
Rose, "but I forgot this book, and Miss
Bush is waiting,"

" I am sorry too," said Mrs. Sutton, " and
so is Thomas, I dare say."

Write: The fly wished to taste cream.
He fell into the jug and was nearly
drowned. Rose pushed the servant, the
jug upset, and the fly crawled out.             '